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blossoms, tears of blood streaming through the blue
darkness.
One morning Delhi woke agog with excitement,
like a French provincial town on the Sous-Prefet's
reception-day. Batmen were busy furbishing their
officers' belts and buttons, women hurrying to the
shops to buy the indispensable long white gloves.
Tourists with any sort of letter of introduction drove
post-haste to the Viceregal Palace to hand it in;
less-favoured mortals merely signed the Visitors'
Book, vaguely hoping for the best. A feverish
activity reigned in the hotels, where everybody at
once was trying to book a table for dinner, or to
bespeak a taxi for the night. Hairdressers' estab-
lishments were crowded out, the club-rooms empty;
every bungalow was in a fluster of preparation for
the night's great event, the Viceroy's Ball.
We entered Viceroy's House on the stroke of ten.
The dense crowd in the vestibule brought to my
mind the vestiaire of a Paris theatre on a First Night.
Amid a press of British Officers and their lack-lustre
wives, our hosts' aides-de-camp, fair-haired young-
sters who looked charming in their dress-suits faced
with sky-blue lapels, were bustling to and fro;
amiably smiling, one of them took us under his
wing and escorted us through two immense recep-
tion-rooms to the foot of the most handsome stair-
case in the world. Starting from the Grand Ante-
room it mounts by slow degrees towards the Throne
Room. Face to face on each of the wide steps, at its
extremities, stood two tall Sikh lancers, motionless
as two grim giants hewn in stone. Their heads
erect and lances held bolt upright, in their scarlet
tunics and white buckskins, these magnificent
fighting-men formed a grandiose setting for the
long procession of guests slowly ascending the marble